March 18, 1852.
I feel bitterly what it is to be forlorn, and I do not foresee when T shall be reconciled to provincial and solitary life. I am rather tired just now and not feeling well. The change of season is the cause of it. So I remain idle by my fireside, or else walk out in the- fields, warming myself in the first sunbeams of the spring.
I am writing to Uncle Adolpho to ask his advice and his opinion as to the fate of the University. M. Dubois, the former Director of the Bcole Normale, and M. Cousin, havo just been turned outof the Superior Council of Public Instruction, and the Public Competition for the Professors' Chairs in the Faculties is suppressed. My profession is now tho worst of all, but it is too late to think of taking another; I cannot be anything but a savant. I should die if I had to shut myself up in a law-shop or anywhere else. Tho habit of thinking cannot bo lost. I shall certainly be poor and perhaps In an Inferior social situation ; but I shall read, speak and write, and the most distinguished men of our time have had no other beginnings.
I am sorry that you will not go to dances or parties ; why not ?   Do you think it is not necessary for a woman
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